FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
Kara—the Cold Black Mountain—in a hailstorm. The
mountain itself was wrapped in mist and all day, up and
down, we followed the Dantesque defile through which
rolled the yellow Boron Kol. My heart stood still when,
crawling along above an abyss, a camel knocked one of his
cases against a rock. At the foot of one of the steepest
passages there was an obo—evidence of the pious fears of
travellers. It was surmounted by a curious piece of wood,
sculptured, as well as I could make out, in the form of a
flower.
The Boron Kol Valley.
The second day the valley grew wide. But it was a desert.
The river flowed, invisible, at the depths of a canyon. We
advanced along a wide terrace of reddish gravel. Immense
dunes of yellow ochre protected the foot of the black moun-
tain. The tender, snowy summits* glittered against the blue
of the sky. Antelopes and kulans seemed to be the only
inhabitants of the region, though Boro said we might expect
to meet shepherds.
There was water in plenty but provender was scattered and
Boro had his work cut out getting the beasts back to camp in
the morning and evening. Another tiresome fact was that
the Pearl of the Tsaidam was decidedly vicious. He would
stop abruptly and tear out the wooden peg passed through
his bleeding nose. He kicked and spat when anyone got busy
about him. I was afraid to go near him, Peter's pony also
gave grounds for anxiety. He was ill. He stopped frequently,
head down, lifeless, and we could only get him on by using
the whip. Peter walked.
On lite fourth day, where a little of last year's grass
survived along the river bank—less shut in here—we came on
sheep again. There were two splendid-looking Mongol
* The Bokalik Tagh or Marco Polo Mountains.
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